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of shame.    Frederick  placed   his lips on the nape of
her neck.
"Oh! this is not right/' she said. "You will
make me repent."
He turned away, dreading the fickleness which is
customary with women. Then, on the threshold, he
murmured softly, as if it were a thing that was
thoroughly understood:
"On Tuesday!"
She lowered her beautiful eyes in a cautious and
resigned fashion.
Frederick had a plan arranged in his mind.
He hoped that, owing to the rain or the sun, he
might get her to stop under some doorway, and that,
once there, she would go into some house. The dif-
ficulty was to find one that would suit.
He made a search, and about the middle of the
Rue Tronchet he read, at a distance on a signboard,
"Furnished apartments."
The waiter, divining his object, showed him im-
mediately above the ground-floor a room and a closet
with two exits. Frederick took it for a month, and
paid in advance. Then he went into three shops to
buy the rarest perfumery. He got a piece of imita-
tion guipure, which was to replace the horrible red
cotton foot-coverlets; he selected a pair of blue satin
slippers, only the fear of appearing coarse checked
the amount of his purchases. He came back with
them; and with more devotion than those who are
erecting processional altars, he altered the position of
the furniture, arranged the curtains himself, put
heather in the fireplace, and covered the chest of
drawers with violets. He would have liked to pave
Hie entire apartment with gold* "To-morrow is the